302                      A SYSTEM OF MAGIC.

Nay, that's true, said he, and that was the reason
I was loath to leave my case with him.

But you have left it with him, says I, han't you ?

Yes, says he, and let him make the best of it
and the worst of it, I never intend to go to him
again.

What, says I, won't you go to him for an answer?

No, not I, said he, I have enough of him; come
away. I am so frighted already, I am almost dead ;
don't you see what a sweat I am in? for all 'tis
such cold weather, the sweat runs down my face in
drops.

Why, what d'ye sweat for now ? said I. You are
far enough out of his way here, an't you?

No, no, says he. Why. if he has his Devil within
doors, d'ye think he has not his Devil without doors
too ? Why, all the while I have stood here for you,
I fancy every tree is a man, and every man a shadow,
and every shadow a spirit.

You see, said I, 'tis evening, and the light begins
to be dusky, and so you see double: why, sure you
an't so frighted as you seem to be ?

Indeed I am, says he, I don't know what's the
matter, I don't use to be so; I used to laugh at
people when they talked of seeing apparitions, and
being frighted with spirits.

Well, well, you'll come again, for all that, said I,
I warrant you.

No, if the Devil catches me there again, I'll forgive
him, says he.

You don't know your own mind, said I. Why, he
will answer all your questions.

Ay, so he shall, when I come again, says he.

I warrant you'll come again to him, says I, for an
Answer to-morrow.

Nay, says he. I am not appointed till Friday.

Ay, says I, 'tis no matter for that, I dare say you